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told me one day an incident of travel which is worth
recording as indicating her character. She had been
in a situation in Charleston, S. C., and had accepted
another in the valley of the Ohio, to reach which,
there being then no railway that traversed the dis-
tance, she had to make a long journey by stage-
coach, traveling day and night across the Alleghanies.
One night she found herself in the coach with a
single fellow-passenger, apparently a gentleman, who
took his place with her on the back seat, and who,
after a time, pretending to be asleep, fell over towards
her, so that his head lay on her shoulder, but, cor-
recting himself, sat upright again, to repeat the feint
again and again, each time with more abandon,
until his arm dropped behind Fannie's waist, with
an unmistakable attempt to embrace her. She
quietly drew out her shawl-pin and drove it into his
arm, without any remark or other attention to him.
He sat up instantly, at the next stopping-place took
an outside seat, and discontinued his journey at the
first town they came to.

Mrs. Lowell fitted her husband as sunshine fits
calm, and the gravest sorrow he ever felt with her
was her having no children. When, two or three
years after the time I am now writing of, I had
decided to go to Europe again, and he tried to dis-
suade me from going, and I, for reasons I could not
tell him, persisted, he brought me one day, just
before I sailed, six hundred dollars, insisting on my
accepting it as a gift, saying: " I shall never want
it. I know now that I shall never have anotherpla-
